UNDER   THE   FASCIST   YOKE

it upon themselves to deal a final blow to the illusions of the
democratic "realists." Let us listen to them on the Gddiz quay
on May sist, 1939.

Serrano Suner, Minister of the Interior, speaking "in the name
of my country and my Leader," cried:

"Every time that a war or battle cry resounds on the Italian
shores of the Mediterranean, the Spanish people from the
Iberian shores of that sea will answer with the shout of "Rome,
Rome, Rome!" In this immortal word is our common destiny,
both Latin and Mediterranean. If Italy were threatened, a
forest of Italo-Spanish bayonets would defend our common
spiritual inheritance, which is the essence of our lineage."

General Queipo de Llano, whom later they tried to turn into the
champion of Spanish independence, added:

"As a representative of the Spanish army I tell you that from
now onwards our two countries will follow a united destiny and
our two armies will always fight together on all the battlefields
which Fate may have in store for us. If in different circumstances
Latin civilization should be threatened on land or sea by no
matter what barbarism, we Spaniards would fight by your side
as you have fought by ours . . . Let but one of your sentinels utter
the alarm, and the Spanish people will muster as one man to the
cry of 6Duce, Duce, Duce!' "

And Serior Gimenez Gaballero, addressing the Italian troops in
their own language, ended his harangue with these words:
"Good-bye and until the next battle!"

As for the "Leader" himself, he sent his "dear Duce" a telegram
in the following effusive terms:

"At this moment when your valiant legionaries are leaving
Spanish soil at the end of our glorious crusade I wish to express to
you once again my gratitude and that of all the Spanish people
for your efficient and intelligent aid which has forged unbreakable
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